A PRIEST OF MORALITY
. . . HE came to me late at night and, glancing suspiciously
around the room, asked in a low voice:
"Could I talk to you alone for half an hour?*"
In his tone, and in the whole of his thin, rather stoop-
ing figure, there was something mysterious and secretive.
He sat down gingerly on a chair, as if afraid the furniture
wouldn't bear the weight of his long, sharp bones.
"Could you lower the blind?"" he asked softly.
"Certainly/" said I, and hastened to comply.
Nodding gratefully, he winked towards the window
and remarked more softly still:
"They're forever on the watch/J
"Who?"
"Why, the reporters "
I took a good look at him. Dressed very presentably,
rather smartly, in fact, he nevertheless gave the impres-
sion of being a poor man. His bald, angular skull gleamed
modestly and unassumingly. A clean-shaven, very thin
face; grey eyes, smiling apologetically and half-shaded by
light lashes. When he raised the lashes and looked up into
my face, I had a feeling of being confronted with a vague,
not very deep emptiness. He sat with his feet drawn back
under the chair, his right hand on his knee, and the left,
with the derby hat in it, dangling to the floor. His long
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